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back again with a reefer jacket buttoned round my
waist like a kilt. The subaltern grinned.

" Hurry up, miss," he cried. " Don't keep the
party waiting."

I lowered myself over the side of the vessel and
dropped into the boat. The two fellows in the stern
made room for me between them, "in case I felt
cold," and off we started for England.

Nobody gave a thought to the possibility that we
might not get there. We were all too happy putting
the miles between ourselves and Dunkirk. On the
contrary, we made estimates of the hour of our arrival.
After making due allowance for the fact that none of
us had any experience in handling motor-boats, that
the engine was working groggily, that we had no
charts, that there was some uncertainty about the
sufficiency of our petrol, we came to general agree-
ment that we could consider ourselves damned
unlucky if we didn't reach the Promised Land shortly
after nightfall. Such optimism could only have
been bred from the peculiar brand of pessimism
engendered by a spell of monotonous hours on Dunkirk
dunes.

We chugged along quite merrily for nearly an hour,
but not at speed-boat speed. The engine saw to that.
Still, we had nothing to grumble at. The sun shone
brilliantly from a sky that, now we had got beyond
the Dunkirk smoke-pall, was magnificently blue and
dear. A nice warm breeze had sprung up, strong
enough to make the water alive and interesting.
Some distance in front we could see small black humps
appearing for a moment or two above the surface
and then disappearing. I counted about six of them
bobbing up in different places, now and again.

"Amusing little devils, porpoises," said the
subaltern on my right. " Ever watched a school ? "
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